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	One of a Kind

Summary

On that fateful halloween night Harry and his twin Henry were both orphaned and left on a door step. The first couple of chapters will be the major points of first through third year then two parts of fourth year. From then on it will be all of fifth year. Rated M for cussing, abuse, and implied sexual abuse in later chapters. Nothing too explicit on either the SA or the abuse.

_\AN/ _

_Okay first off don't like don't read, second off just because I write it doesn't mean I like it or condone to such behavior it just got stuck in my head and wouldn't leave. I'm not sure if I will be continuing my story 'Then'. THERE IS NO INSEST IN THIS STORY THEY ARE JUST REALLY CLOSE._

_**The letters**_

"**The most painful thing is losing yourself in the process of loving someone too much, and forgetting that you are special too."**

**- Ernest Hemingway **

For as long as I can remember it's only been just Har and I. We've never been apart. But then again it's kind of hard to not be close when you shared a cupboard and the womb. In the cupboard there isn't a lot of room for one person let alone two, so he is the first thing I see when I wake up in the morning and the last thing I see before I sleep at night. I have no problems with this, it's having to get dressed in the morning that is a pain in my ass.

"UP!" Shrieked Aunt Petunia, slamming her fist into the cupboard door. "UP! YOU LAZY BRATS, UP!"

"Good morning to you too, sunshine." I muttered under my breath.

"WHAT WAS THAT?" She shrieked again. For someone who is so worried about appearances she sure is loud.

"Nothing Aunt Petunia." I say as innocently as I can manage.

I don't move to wake Harry until I hear her in the kitchen.

"Har." I say shaking his shoulder "Har you have to wake up."

"Mmmm…" He moans.

"Harry the house is on fire."

"Mmmmmm," He moans again, scrunching up his face like that will somehow let him sleep.

"I'm dying." I say simply.

"Mmmmmmmmmmm." He stuffs his face into the cot.

"Its Dudley's birthday." He sits up so fast his head hits a wall. He is wide awake now. He knows I wouldn't lie to him about something as important as this.

His eyes are huge usually but with shock and lack of glasses, they seem to swallow his face. Not that anyone else would notice, I'm the only one he could stand to look in the eyes anymore.

"Oh no." And thus starts the morning wars. Getting dressed in a cupboard is like contortionism, you have to bend and twist your bodies in ridiculous ways to find your clothes and put them on while helping the other person find their clothes. I know for a fact that the whispers of "Here's your shirt.", "Careful don't step on my glasses", and "Sock? Sock." can be heard through the door along with the sounds of us smacking our limbs on the wall trying to wiggle on shirts and jeans, because Uncle Vernon brings it up every morning. Today is no different.

"YOU FREAKS ARE TOO NOISY ARE YOU TRYING TO WAKE THE WHOLE BLOODY NEIGHBORHOOD? INCONSIDERATE, NO GOOD…." This is about the point I start blocking out the morning rant and eat as much as I can in case we lose eating privileges.

"Mails here."Harry mutters to me. The seating arrangement of the table makes it easy Uncle Vernon on one side, Dudley on one side, Aunt Petunia on one side, us smashed on the side in front of Uncle. I make sure Harry sits away from Dudley just in case things get violent. Besides there to happy that their Dinky Didy Dums is finally eleven, even though he can't do simple addition and threw a tantrum fit for a two year old just moments ago, to notice anything. I get up and move to get the mail.

Bill, bill, bill, postcard, bill, magazine. Nothing special. Until I stumbled upon something strange. Two letters, both made of parchment, both in emerald green ink, and each was addressed to one of us.

Harry James Potter

Henry Louis Potter

Uncle Vernon would not be pleased if he found out. I quickly shove both letters into the cupboard on the way into the dining room.

Harry shoots me a questioning look when I sit back down. I shake my head, a silent 'later.'

Funnily enough doing dishes is the only time I can find to tell him.

Harry and I have always had a language all our own. Literally. I assume it sounds like complete gibberish to an outsider but to me sometimes it comes more naturally than english.

"_We got letters in the mail today." _He nearly drops the plate he's holding.

"_What! From who?"_

"_Dunno. They're in the cupboard. One for each of us." _He opens his mouth to respond but is cut off by Uncle shoving him to the ground.

"You little freak." He hisses, "Using your freaky language is forbidden under my roof."

He smiles sadistically.

This is not going to be fun.

After a while we are shoved into the cupboard and they leave for the zoo.

Fine by me.

We both need quiet for a while.

Maybe the fresh cuts and bruises will heal faster that way.


End file.
